I believe that from the beginning of the world there has
never been a true or fine school of art in which colour was
despised.

RUSKIN

Colour is eminently subservient to beauty, because it is
susceptible of forms, i.e. outline, and yet is a sensation.
But a rich mass of scarlet clouds, seen without any atten-
tion to the form of the mass or of the parts, may be a
delightful but not a beautiful object or colour.

COLERIDGE (from Table Talk}

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN
Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,
Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:
What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape
Of deities or mortals j or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady ?
What men and gods are these ? What maidens loth ?
What mad pursuit ? What struggle to escape ?
What pipes and timbrels ? What wild ecstasy ?
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on ;
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone :
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